JAMES   ELROY  FLECKER
THE PILGRIMS
We are the Pilgrims, master ; we shall go
Always a little further : it may be
Beyond that last blue mountain barred with snow,
Across that angry or that glimmering sea,
"White on a throne or guarded in a cave
There lives a prophet who can understand
Why men were born : but surely we are brave,
Who make the Golden Journey to Samarkand.
THE CHIEF MERCHANT
We gnaw the nail of hurry.   Master, away!
ONE OF THE WOMEN
0 turn your eyes to where your children stand.
Is not Bagdad the beautiful ?   0 stay!
THE MERCHANTS (in chorus)
We take the Golden Road to Samarkand.
AN OLD MAN
Have you not girls and garlands in your homes,
Eunuchs and Syrian boys at your command ?
Seek not excess : God hateth him who roams !
THE MERCHANTS (in chorus)
We make the Golden Journey to Samarkand.
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